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Sweet Dave's Cookies 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the May 201b “Self-Insert Challenge." Deleted from the site due to technical error in July 2016, and 


I'm reposting it now. Meeting Dave in his hotel room is one of my top fantasies, so | wrote about it. 


Most decimated room service trays looked so unsightly and forlorn, languishing in hotel hallways waiting to be 
cleared. But not my Dave's. His was fascinating. | double checked the room number - 22I6 - yes, this was it. 
Let's see, what had he had for dinner? Something with ketchup, | deduced right away from the unmistakable 
dark red smears on the exposed area of the dinner plate. Crouching down to lift the edge of the domed silver 
lid, | caught a faint yet unmistakable whiff of French fries. And he must've had a steak, judging from the juicy 
pink residue, sprig of parsley, and absence of any crumb or remnant of a hamburger bun. There was an empty 
beer bottle -- a Guinness Extra Stout -- and a spotless, unused beer mug. He always preferred to drink 
straight from the bottle. But what was this additional item | saw..? A tall fluted glass with the remains of a 
chocolate ice cream sundae clinging to the inside. Not just ice cream, no, but whipped cream and chocolate 
syrup too. Aha, there was even a little bright red tail of a maraschino cherry stem hiding among the wreckage 


of napkins and used silverware. 


| chuckled to myself at this tribute to self-indulgence. Only the day before he had told me on the phone that 
he wanted to lose weight, and that he was going to start having salads for dinner! It was the midpoint of a 
world tour, and as usual, after weeks and weeks of time-zone hopping, his exercise regimen was falling by the 


wayside. 


Despite my own jet lag and the crick in my neck, | felt a buzz -- to think, | had closed the distance between us 
from countless miles to just a few feet. | waved my key card at the lock. A muted beep, a green flash, a 


robotic click, and | was in. 


He stood up from the bed to greet me. Wheeling my small suitcase behind me, | hurried toward him and into 
his embrace. As his arms wrapped around me, a gentle aura of heat rose from his body and carried with it 
the scent of his warm skin. None of the variously perfumed little soaps from all the different hotels he stayed 
in around the world could completely obscure it from me. The essence of beer was on his breath too, as it 


often was. A bottle was open on the bedside table. 


"| missed you," | said in a strangled voice as his powerful hug compressed my rib cage and lifted me slightly 


off the floor. 

| missed you too," he replied, releasing me. 

He smiled at me, his eyes looking so happy that | wanted to kiss him on the eyelids. | smiled back. 
It must be raining out," he said. "Your hair has gone all curly.’ 

| shook my head in denial, silently cursing my unmanageable hair. "Not rain Even worse - drizzle." 


"Your hair always looks different. | love it," he said, chuckling and winding a curl around his index finger. "It's like 


being with different girls." 


His blond hair looked clean and fluffy, falling just past his shoulders. He was wearing only underwear and socks, 
his favorite late-night lounging attire. It didn't matter what the local climate was - after getting to his hotel 
room, his custom was to remove all his clothes, set the thermostat to TT degrees if necessary, sit on his side 


of the bed (the left side), call room service, and then hook up his laptop to the TV so that he could watch 


Science Channel shows while he waited for his food, donning a robe only to answer the door. 


| went to the sink to wash my hands, and as | dried them, something caught my eye -- a bright and 
universally known shade of blue. It was an empty six pack of Oreo cookies, at the bottom of an otherwise 
empty trash can. More sweets!? And no effort made to conceal it. He wanted to be discovered. At the very 
least | would have to shame him for this, and possibly take a harsher approach. 


| extracted the wrapper from the garbage and held it up between my fingers like | was presenting evidence in 


a courtroom. "Davey," | began, aiming for an innocuous tone. "Did you eat this package of cookies?" 


"No," he said, smiling like a guilty fool, signaling to me that he wanted to be suitably punished. However many 
grey hairs he had on his chest, he still looked so boyish, sitting there adorably cross-legged on the bed. 


"Don't lie. You're already fixing to be punished for eating an entire ice cream sundae, so don't make it worse 


for yourself" | spotted some dark crumbs scattered around him on the bed. 
‘It must have been a previous guest." 


"Then why didn't housekeeping take it away? You're a very, very naughty liar. Sitting there in a pile of cookie 


crumbs. And you ate ice cream earlier too!" 


"Okay, | ate them," he confessed. He almost seemed proud of himself, the rascal. "| was bored waiting for you. 


And | got so hungry waiting for my supper. It was hours ago," he explained, full of excuses. 


"You're getting far," | sneered, pointing at him. "Look at that big tummy. You look just like Homer Simpson in his 
tighty whities." 


"Oh, come on, luv, Homer Simpson is flabby, and as round as a beach ball!" 

"I actually think Homer is kind of cute," | ventured. 

"So what's the problem then? It can't be my underwear. You bought me this underwear, and you said it was 
sexy! Its not even the same style as Homer's. His have that ridiculous fly-piss-hole thing in front." He used 
both his hands to grab his crotch and lift his entire package up, to show me the lack of fly on his briefs. | felt 


my never-ending lust for him starting to stir. 


"I need to get a better look at how much fatter your belly has gotten," | said. "Then I'll decide how much 


punishment you deserve." 


Its your fault, you know. This is what happens to me when you're not here to take care of me when we're on 


tour." 

He covered his bare midsection with his hands and arms as | lunged toward him and grabbed his wrists. | tried 
to pull his arms away, but they were solid, immovable -- he was much too strong. Bending down, | saw an 
opening between his forearms where his skin was exposed. | poked my face into that crevice and tried to force 
my way through, nudging the firm flesh with the tip of my nose. 

"You love my podgy belly, | know you do," he declared. 


True, but to admit it would've spoiled the fun. 


Surrendering to my nuzzling, his arms loosened and he let me kiss all over his hairy belly, his sides, his chest. 
Moving my mouth across his soft skin, feeling his chest hair tickle past my nose and chin, | found his right 


ripple and bit it, pressing the tiny nub against my upper teeth with my tongue, harder and harder until | heard 
him gasp. 


"That hurts," he whined. Dammit. How the hell could | punish him properly when he made me feel this guilty 


over just one bite of nipple? 


Taking a brief detour to bestow some mercy on his poor, pink, hardened little nipple, | used my lips to kiss and 
caress the pain away. Gradually | moved across to his other nipple and licked and nibbled it, gently this time. 
When | heard him moan in pleasure | glanced down and saw a bulge swelling in his underwear. He tried to get 
me to address it by jutting his hips toward my face, or maybe it was just instinctual, but | ignored him and 


continued sucking and teasing his nipple. Fuck, the noises he was making were making me so hot. 


Nearly panting, he uttered a helpless groan. "Oh god, why does that feel so good? It makes me feel like I'm 
going to pass out, it's so fucking good," he said breathlessly. 


His body was twisting so much that my mouth lost contact with his nipple. | moved down. "Mmm, so horribly 
fat," | said against his belly, just to remind him that he was still in big trouble. 


"lll exercise tomorrow, | promise." 


"It doesn't matter," | snapped. "You need to be punished today for eating those Oreos. Just because you're a 


rock star, you think there are no consequences?" 
He puffed out a short laugh. "No, | don't think that at all” 


Continuing my descent, | stopped to caress his cock, sliding my palm back and forth across its width. "Hm, | 
think this is getting fatter too," | noted with a smile. Rock hard and full of blood, it was giving off a wonderful 
heat through the thin layer of cotton covering it. 


Finally | knelt near the foot of the king-sized bed and started taking off my clothes, slowly, knowing how much 
it would turn him on to watch. Feeling his eyes on me was making my pulse race. First | unbuttoned my silk 
blouse and let it slip down my arms. It had cost three hundred dollars but | threw it into the corner and didn't 
care if | ever saw it again. | unhooked and removed my sheer black bra, the sudden exposure making my 
nipples harden despite the warm air in the room. Then | stood up to remove my jeans. The mattress wobbled 
under my feet and | hoped | didn't look too clumsy trying to keep my balance. For the time-being, | left my 


black lace g-string on. 


"Oh, fuck, | can see the slit of your cunt through those panties," Dave said and thumped his fist onto the bed 
with a soft thud. "Did you wear those for me?" 


"Mm-hm." 


From this angle | was a couple of feet higher than him, and he gazed up at me with hungry eyes, biting his lip 


like a little boy ogling a display of candy. 
“Turn around," he requested. "Let me see that sexy arse." 
| obliged, showing him my bare ass and bending over a little so he could get a view between my legs. 


"Your body looks amazing. Fuck. It makes me want to touch my cock," he said and squirmed a little, knowing 
very well that | wouldn't let him do what he wanted. He pulled his knees up and stamped his feet against the 
bed, making a noise of frustration in the back of his throat. 


Despite his apparent discomfort, a smile spread across his lips and he said, "I'm so lucky." Overwhelming 
affection for him swelled under my heart. | almost couldn't breathe. 


His eyes Travelled down, up, and down again, eagerly admiring my body. | could see the outline of his hard-on 
inside his briefs, a huge lump poking up beneath the stretchy white material. Audaciously, he slid his right 
hand into his crotch and grabbed his dick through his underwear, tugging upward and rubbing up and down a 


few times. | suspected he was trying to disguise it as an innocent penis adjustment, but he couldn't fool me. 


"Don't you touch that! Naughty boys who eat too many cookies are not allowed to play with their dicks.” 


Sometimes it was hard to keep a straight face. 


Reluctantly, he pulled his hand away and peered at me, his eyes like two bright blue orbs. | thought | saw the 
corner of his mouth turning up. He knew, of course, that | loved to watch him touch himself, but we were 


playing a game now. 


"You can't touch it, but | can," | said as | crawled back to him and watched him nod enthusiastically. "It is mine, 


after all." 


In one swift movement | pulled his underwear down and leaned toward the silky soft tip of his cock, pink and 
smooth as marble. Wrapping my fingers around it, | gently pulled his foreskin back up over the head, then 
pushed it down again, and did this a few times, giving him a slow wank while he moaned blissfully. Bending down 
further, | licked the head a few times and let it slide into my mouth. He sucked in a shaky breath and exhaled 
through his nose. With my lips around the head | began to suckle, tenderly but continuously, until | extracted a 


delicious reward - a drop of salty precum on my tongue. 

| stopped. 

"Oh, god, keep going, it's so good, please," he begged. 

"| don't think bad boys who eat entire packets of Oreos deserve to get full-length blow jobs," | said and 
watched his hopeful lust-filled expression dissolve. "Well. maybe just a few more licks," | conceded, leaning my 


face closer to his cock and gently cupping his balls in my hand. This time | took as much of him into my mouth 


and throat as | could, letting lots of spit dribble down the length of his shaft as | sucked. My nose grazed his 


pubic hair and | breathed in the intoxicating musky scent of his sweat. | wasn't surprised when soon | felt his 
balls draw up closer to his body. Blowjobs always made him come pretty fast. His cock swelled even thicker in 
my mouth and | could tell he was only seconds away. But | had to stop. He was being punished. 


So, | sat up -- and he thrashed on the bed as if | had pulled a dull knife across his throat. His cock twitched 
and pulsed visibly, just on the verge of coming. | couldn't tear my eyes away from it. | was so horny now too, 


it wasn't much easier for me to continue with our ridiculous game. 
"Nol Please, don't be so mean to me. Fuck, | was so close," he wailed. 
"I think it's time for you stop whining and put that tongue to good use." 


He blinked happily. Eating pussy was one of many skills he excelled at. Still on my knees, | slowly leaned my body 
all the way back and spread my thighs as his hand ran down my stomach. He ripped my g-string off - actually 
tore it away, snapping the thin waistband and tossing the flimsy scraps aside. Naughty beastie, | thought. He 


really needs a spanking now.. 


Then suddenly his mouth was on my pussy, his Tongue running up down, tasting me. My muscles quivered in 


response. 
orry I'M so swea rom The plane ride, | apologized. 

"Sorry | from the pl de," | apologized 

"Mmm, nonsense. You taste incredible," he reassured me, his voice muffled. 


It was my turn to moan when he pressed his tongue directly into my clit and started to rub it up and down. 
He knew | was so turned on that he didn't need to warm me up with any gentle teasing. | felt a wave of 

pleasure surge through me, and | pushed myself into his face, encouraging him. He made a cute appreciative 
chirping sound that made me want to giggle. His relentless tongue pushed inside me and | briefly thought how 


much he was now like he was on stage -- confident, frisky, masterful. 
‘Oh, Davey, yeah, fuck me with your tongue, yeah, get it in there, fuck," | cried, nearly senseless. 


As he plunged his tongue deeper, my hips bucked up and his hands reached underneath me to grab my ass 
cheeks. | was grinding my pussy into his face, covering his nose and chin with my juices. With his tongue 
making tiny brutal circles against my clit | writhed and screamed as | came, indescribable pleasure coursing 


through my body. 
When | had regained my composure enough to become aware of the bed pillow he'd stealthily scrunched under 
my butt to aid his oral maneuvers, something was revealed that had been hidden under that very pillow. A 


small white and green cardboard box.. 


"Junior Mints?!" | exclaimed. Was he hiding sweets all over the room like Easter eggs? 


He rocked back against the headboard and laughed. "Oh. Well, | took those from the minibar yesterday." 
'| can't believe you! You're so bad!" 

"They're just peppermints. They can't be that fattening’ 

"They're not just peppermints. They're peppermint and chocolate," | reminded him. 

"They're very refreshing’ 


"You're in such big trouble now. | think you need a spanking," | warned, noticing that his cock was still rock hard. 


It looked wet too, and | assumed he'd been stroking it when | wasn't looking, smearing precum all over it. 
| had to have it. 


"Lean back," | said. If he got on top, he'd pound me so hard that he would probably come in two seconds, and | 
certainly couldn't allow that - especially not after discovering his stash of Junior Mints. 


Both his hands went around my waist as | straddled his lap and lowered myself on his dick, inch by inch until | 
was sitting against his body. 


"Oh, your cock feels so good," | sighed. 


| moved up and down the length of his shaft a few times, feeling him stretching my insides. My pussy was stil 
tingling from being eaten out, and | knew it wouldn't take much to get me off again As | settled into a slow but 
steady rhythm, | felt his hands on my backside, his fingers spreading out and massaging each cheek. His big 


blue eyes were fixed on the spot where our bodies joined, watching his cock slide in and out. 
"Fuck, your cunt looks so hot taking my cock." 


When | felt one of his fingertips teasing my asshole my body began to tremble, which made his flushed cheeks 
go very round as a contented smile spread across his face. With his cock still fucking my pussy, he slipped the 
tip of his finger into my ass. He was always sneaking a finger back there, but when it actually went inside it 


took me by surprise every time. 
"Oh fuck, that feels good, yeah, fuck me with your fat finger," | pleaded. 


Having him fill me up in both holes felt so incredible that my mind went blank | stopped riding him and leaned 
forward, sinking down as far as | could go, my tits pressed against his chest. My pussy was so sensitive to his 
cock that all had to do was squeeze my muscles around it and rock my hips and | could ride from one orgasm 
to the next, the pressure building and releasing in a seemingly unending sequence. After coming four more 


times in as many minutes my legs felt like useless rubber. 


Seizing the opportunity to grab my hips and lift up my nearly limp body, Dave started pounding me from 
beneath, thrusting his hips as well as he could from his reclined position 


"Now its my turn. Oh fuck, your pussy is so wet, | can see it all over my cock," he groaned, slamming himself 
into me in fast, sharp thrusts. "| hope you're ready to get fucked hard. l'm gonna get you back for teasing me 


all night" His arms encircled my upper body. He was going to flip me over. "Oh yeah, squeeze my cock with 
your cunt, oh yeah, oh yeah, thats it. Fuck, I'm gonna come so hard...” 


“That's what you think," | said and rolled off him. 


"What?" he cried, stupefied at the sudden loss of sensation "Please, luv, my balls are aching. Come on." His 


voice devolved into frustrated moans and whimpers. 
"Turn over on your stomach," | ordered. 


Amazingly, without argument he followed my instructions, resting his head on a pillow with his face turned to 


the side, snorting with resentment, and, probably, a good deal of discomfort. 

"You know, | could've gone out with Janick tonight." he grumbled. 

Seeing his sweet, sugar-white ass sent a new wave of lust through me. When | moved my hands slowly around 
his waist, tickling his sides with my fingertips, he lifted his hips off the bed in anticipation, his butt rising 
about a foot into the air. | could practically feel the delight emanating from him -- he thought | was going to 
reach around and touch his cock. But he was wrong. 

"My goodness, these love handles are getting as big as baked hams," | told him as | stroked his waist and 
pushed his hips back down. "Pretty soon you won't be able to fit into your stage clothes. Think how 
embarrassing that will be." 

"Not as embarrassing as what you're doing to me right now." 

"Well, | warned you that you had a spanking coming." 

"No. Please. I'll be good" 

| gave his backside a quick swat to test my skills. 

"Ow," he said perfunctorily, unimpressed. "I's getting late, you know. And | have a show tomorrow..." 


"Don't be such a bad sport," | scolded. Of course, he was actually being quite a good sport. 


Without further discussion, my hand pulled back, my arm tensed, and | let my palm smack the fleshy surface 
of his ass with a loud snap. He flinched and drew in a sharp breath. 


"| won't eat any more cookies," he swore. "Or candies!" 


But | did it eight or nine more times, each time on the same cheek, as he twisted and jerked. Afterwards, a 
bright pink splotch rose in the area where I'd hit him. | noticed his back rising and falling rapidly. He was 
breathing hard. Then | saw a subtle shift of movement - his hips gyrating ever so slightly. 


"Are you using the bed to rub yourself against?" 


He turned away, face down into the pillow. He nodded and continued rocking his hips. How could he breathe in 
that position? | gave his other butt cheek a single swift slap. His shoulders flinched but he didn't stop his small 


humping motions. 

"You are really terribly naughty today. Stop it right now, or you'll be punished again." 

But no! In fact, his movements got even more insistent. Grinding his cock against the bed with slow rolling 
thrusts, the muscles in his butt tightening and relaxing. He turned his face to the side again, took a few deep 
gulps of air, and asked for mercy. "Please, luv. | want to come so bad. | need to... And this bed is really soft. 


It's like a pillow. Mm, it feels nice." 


He wasn't going to stop. The insolence! So, | rolled onto him - set the entire weight of my body on his thighs 


so that he couldn't move. 


| hope you're not getting these fancy hotel sheets all wet with your leaky cock." | smacked his ass again. "Its 


bad enough the maid has to clean up after your cookie crumbs, but now also your horny, oozy cock" 


"Then let me turn around, please," The strain in his voice was partly exasperation, but partly amusement too, | 


could hear it. 


| leaned down and pressed my parted lips to the smooth skin of his ass cheek in the spot where I'd spanked 


him. "Okay. Turn over," | said. 


In an instant he had spun around, flopping down on his back and bursting into relieved laughter. Any remaining 
spirit of foux-obedience had been abandoned, his hand already moving up and down on his cock. 


"Well, goodnight," | kidded, stretching toward the bedside lamp as if | were going to turn out the light. 


Faster than | could blink, he sat up and his left hand captured my wrist in a tight grip. "Very funny. Not so 


fast," he said. "Come here." His voice was lower now, a velvety growl. 


| leaned on my elbow near his lap. "You wanna jerk off for me, Davey? Show me how you like to work that fat 


cock of yours?" 


Increasing the speed of his hand, he leaned back against the headboard and his eyes rolled up toward the 
ceiling. "Yeah. Oh, fuck, does watching me wank get your pussy hot?" 


"Uh-huh," | replied He was so sexy when he got like this, out of control and desperate to come. 
He looked me right in the eye. "Get over here and lick my cock while | stroke it.” 


‘Mmm, yeah, that's it Davey, jerk off in my mouth. You look so fucking hot," | said before scooting over and 
touching my tongue to the tip of his cock. With my lips around the head, | leaned further down so that | could 


circle my tongue around it and give it a gentle suck while he continued stroking. 


"Oh yeah, that feels so good," he moaned as he continued to pump his cock. "Lick it, oh fuck, yes, lick it..yeah, 
oh that's so good" 


My tongue rubbed back and forth across the slippery tip of his cock. | had one hand resting on his thigh and 


could feel the tension in his muscles. His hips started to jerk upwards. "Oh, fuck, fuck, I'm gonna come...” 
"Mmm, yeah, come for me, Davey. | want to see your cum spurting out. | wanna taste it." 
"Oh fuck, you'll see it..fuck, I'm gonna spunk all over your face, oh, ohhhh." 


His hand was practically a blur, his eyes shut tightly but his mouth wide open, gasping for air. His body went 
slack for a brief moment but then convulsed and a stream of cum gushed out of the tip of his cock and 
directly into my mouth, followed closely by another even bigger shot. When | closed my mouth to swallow, 
more flew out and splattered across my lips. Soon | was completely covered with thick warm cum, his stil 
pulsing cock right against my cheek, depositing every drop he had and rubbing it all over my face. Raising his 
hips, he tried to push his cock into my mouth, rubbing the head across my cum-smeared lips. He was still 


hard. 


"Not bad for an old man, huh?" he asked, taking deep, fast breaths, working his cock in between my lips as | 


tried to lick it clean "Mmm, yeah, keep your mouth open and let me fuck it. It's so nice and warm." 
But his cum was stinging my eye, so reluctantly | rolled off the bed and scampered into the bathroom. 


"What, did you pop a Viagra or something when | wasn't looking?" | jokingly called out. "You have those stashed 


around the room too?" 
"No way. You know quite well | don't need to pay seventy five dollars to get a hard-on" 


In order to further demonstrate his point, he followed me to the sink and collided with me from behind, 
crushing my body against the vanity. "Sorry, luv, sometimes once | start, | can't stop," he mumbled into the 
back of my neck, his demanding hands pawing at my ass, my tits, my stomach. "I need to come one more 
time," he insisted. 


My thighs were already parted, letting his fingers slide up and down in the crease of my ass, and dipping even 


lower to my pussy. | saw his knowing smile reflected in the mirror. 

"Mm, you're still so wet," he noticed, slipping in what felt like two fingers and thrusting them in and out. 

| let him bend me over and push his cock inside me. After two or three slow strokes he clutched my waist 
and started to pump faster until he was slamming into me, his balls softly pummeling my clit with each 
thrust. In no time he was breathing heavily and muttering "fuck, fuck, fuck" in my ear. 

"Yeah, fuck me harder, oh, Davey," | urged, happily impaled on his cock and surrounded by his warm body. 

"Oh god, l'm gonna, l'm gonna come..oh fuck," he moaned. With a loud grunt his hips lurched forward and he 
buried his cock deep and came for the second time in five minutes, whatever cum he had left erupting inside 
me. 

Staggering backwards in the aftershock of his orgasm, he sucked in a deep breath and used it to utter a small 
self-satisfied laugh. He examined his face in the magnifying mirror for a few seconds before reaching 
nonchalantly for his toothbrush - and promptly completed his bedtime routine before | had even unpacked my 


night cream. 


When | emerged from the bathroom, he was under the covers, waiting for his goodnight kiss with just his 
head and hands peeking out. 


"Could we do something fun tomorrow before the show?" | asked, pulling back the covers on my side of the 


bed. 

"Sure, whatever you want" 

| know. Maybe you can take me shopping in some fancy stores. And I'll try on different sexy outfits for you." 
"Okay," he said drowsily. 

"And you'll buy me all the clothes, of course." 

"Of course, luv, that's what I'm here for. 

| liked the sound of that. 


"After you try on the outfits for me, I'll have to leave, but I'll give you my credit card to use and you can 


buy me a necktie," he said, chuckling. 


"What for?" | asked, confused. "You don't wear neckties." | looked over at him but he had his eyes closed. 


Stretching my arm out to its full length, | still couldn't reach him, he was so far away. 
"You could wear it. You can order room service for us..no ice cream, of course..and when | get back to the 
room after the show, you'll be sitting in here naked, one leg up on the table, with the tie on but nothing else," 


he explained, "and your sweet little cunt on display.’ 


Oh, right. | had a mental image of Julia Roberts circa 1990 and finally got the reference. "That would be wild. 
But how do you know so many details about a chick flick like ‘Pretty Woman?" 


He made a noncommittal noise, half asleep. "It's one of my wife's favorites.” 


